Then, then in strange eventful hour 
The earth produced an infant flower, 

Which sprung with blushing tinctures dress’d, 
And wanton’d o’er its parent breast ; 

The gods beheld the brilliant birth, 

And hail’d the Rose, the boon of earth ! 

With nectar drops, a ruby tide, 

The sweetly orient buds they dyed, 

And made them bloom the flowers divine. 

Of him who sheds the teeming vine, 

And bid them on the spangled thorn 
Expand their blossoms to the mom.” 

After all the pains that have been taken to pro- 
cure, transplant, and propagate the rose, there is 
one kind perpetually blooming around us through 
the summer months, without the aid or interfer- 
ence of man, which seems to defy his art to intro- 
duce a rival to its own unparalleled beauty — 

** I love the Rose,— that simple one 
Which decks the hedges, delicately white, 

Or blushing like a maiden’s cheek so slight. 
The eye looks anxious lest the tint be gone. 

Ere it hath gazed enough, or ere the spray 
Can from the parent tree be slipped away.” 

The common Wild Rose is so luxuriant that it 
bursts spontaneously into blushing life, sometimes 
crowning the hoary rock with a blushing garland, 
and sometimes struggling with the matted weeds 
of the wilderness, yet ever finding its way to the 
open day, that it may bask and smile, and look 
up with thankfulness to the God of day, without 
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whose rays its cheeks would know no beauty ; so 
tender, that the wild bee that nestled in its per- 
fumed bosom when the sun sunk to rest, returns in 
the morning and finds the colour faded from its 
cheek, while by its side a infant rose is unfolding 
with the blush of a cherub, expanding its petals to 
live its little day, and then having expended its 
sweetness, to die like its fair sister without mur- 
mur or regret. 

« The rose, the sweetly blooming rose. 

Ere from the tree it’s torn. 

Is like the charm which beauty shows, 

In life’s exulting mom. 

i* B U t oh ! how soon its sweets are gone. 

How soon it withering lies ! 

So when the eve of life comes on, 

Sweet beauty fades and dies. 

« Then, since the fairest form that’s made, 

Soon withering we shall find, 

Let us posses what ne’er will fade— 

The beauties of the mind !” 

According to the ancient fable the red colour of 
the rose, may be traced to Venus, who whilst has- 
tening to the relief of her beloved Adonis, had 
her delicate foot pierced with a thorn, and caused 
it to bleed, 

“ Which on the White Rose being shed, 

Made it for ever after Red.” 


Hcrrick. 


